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POETRY: A Magaxine of Verse 

IN THE FIELD 

The young grass burnt up, so hot the air was: 
And I was lying by her knee, near the cool low 
Spring branch, in sight of the green shining meadow. 
How red her mouth was, how fine her hair, and so cool ; 
Her hair was cool as the ground; I thought how red 
Her mouth was, and wondered at her white wrists. 
Another would have meddled, not have let me lie; 
Another would have laughed when I put in items her beauty, 
But she was still, like any scene or the sky. 

Her red mouth, her wrists so white. "This is cool blood, 

And it is deep, since it colors your mouth only. 

I wonder and wonder at you — do you seem best 

Playing with your hand in the dirt, like any dumb person? 

For then you are like a black river-bird at rest ; 

Or like a poet sitting on the stairs among 

The people like yours, and talking familiarly with them. 

I wonder at you moreover because of your people, 

Whose daughters should not seem sweet, yet you seem to me 

Pleasanter to touch than are the light breast feathers 

Of a bird: and your heart plays lowers, more like wind. 

It is pleasure to lie by your knee here in the fields." 

I say yet, the white alders and the willows' switching, 
And the weaving of thin graceful weeds, pleased me more 
Than to own pastures : because of her beauty. But sa)' 
Nothing like "Come away", because her people 
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Work with her now where about cold low springs the smoke 
From waters at morning stains the cold air all day. 



THE GYPSY GIRL 

One cherry tree beside the house in this low field 

Is yellow and bright-colored now. Several weeds 

Are full of brown seed, and the ground is drying out hard. 

What is not picked, now, in the garden, will never be picked. 

In this fall, by this garden of gray stems and seeds 

I sit in what dusty grass is left, and words 

Come in groups, like floss upon the pale green water. 

They concern the gypsy girl, fat with child, and sickly 

Complexioned, who, I think, made me offers. 

Her long black hair 
And yellow face above the pale green water at nightfall. 

The gypsy girl was sallow, as if with nightfall, 
Paler looking because of the necklace of red beads, 
And because of her rings and bracelets of heavy silver. 
There was a silk scarf, green and yellow, upon her hair, 
Her most dark and heavy hair, bound at the back in small 
Silver bands, all heavy ; and light-colored and green silk 
Was her bright dress, which was stretched with her young 

one 
So that its pattern shaped into big ungodly flowers. 
She came through the short willows ; she came beside me 
Smiling as if a crowd were watching her from the weeds. 
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